The scene moves to the cut and thrust of immediate battle, where the swordsman is assaulting a "fukin big towur" with the piratical aim of relieving a queen of her wealth. The English "familyar" resides as usual on the Scot's shoulder, urging him on but also insulting as the warrior battles through the castle's defenses, his "sord cuverd in blud":
You still lost? I thought so. Worried about the smoke? Of course. A smarter chap would solve both problems at once by watching the way the smoke's drifting; it will try to rise, and there aren't many windows on this floor. Not that there's much chance of you making that sort of connection I imagine; your wits are about as fast as a sloth on Valium. Pity your stream of consciousness hasn't entered the inter-glacial age yet, but we can't all be mental giants.
Unsurprisingly, this kind of response infuriates: "Wun day this fukin things goantae drive me right up the bleadin waw, so it wull, oil this mindless chatur in ma erehoal."
As this extract shows, although the broad time frame appears to be archaic the familyar is both characteristically modern in a classical kind of way and precociously contemporary. Not only does he know how to anthropologize myth and psychologize, he also has access to the world of benzodiazepines and the shopping mall. From the swordsman's perspective, of another age altogether, it is the parasite that is indecipherable. They are, despite the obvious differences, doubles or counterparts of miscommunication, the familyar being almost "family" in some respects. 3 The pair eventually arrives at a throne room. The queen is nowhere to be seen.
The bemused swordsman sits down on her throne, which magically rises up to a room where "chopt up" women still alive are smiling and strapped to chairs. They are without arms or legs, as if these had been lost in battle, or surgically removed -"some cunt had dun a right neet job on them." Finally, after slaughtering the queen's priests, the swordsman and his familyar discover the queen, another magician, who immediately renders the swordsman paralyzed. Powerless, he is forced to watch on while "these two basturds … [jabber] away like I wisnay heer! Bludy cheek, eh!" It is clear that the queen and the familyar know each other of old. The swordsman might reasonably think of himself in terms of agency but the real conflict has been going on elsewhere all the time. Suddenly the queen "cums jumping oot the chare riyht at me like a fukin big bat or sumhin … Just aboot shit ma breeks so I did." But her target is not the swordsman at all. The familyar is the real adversary and he must now relinquish his power over the swordsman to engage fully with the queen. He flies into her face and grips on, rather like the creature in the Ridley Scott film Alien, released a few years before this novel. "Coodnae bileev me gude luck. Got the wee basturd aff ma showder at last; fuk this fur a gaim aw sodjers, am aff." The swordsman retreats.
He never does find the gold. Deciding to cut his losses, he rapes the dismembered "wimin instead" and exits. He has not, he says, been so lucky since the "wee familyar" went, "an I miss the wee bam sumtines, but nivir mind. Still majic just been a sordsman." 4 This piece of writing both does and does not belong to "Scotland." It appears to join up in various ways with genres familiar to Scottish literary tradition -fantasy, the historical novel, and the dialect novel. 5 An allegory of the Union and AngloScottish national identities, it operates in a contemporary political world, registering loudly in postcolonial terms and invoking the famous doubleness of "Caledonian antisyzygy" constructed by countless commentators as a fundamental of Scottish culture. But all these elements are at the service of a comically macho intervention.
There is no real fantasy or dialect novel here and no essential duality either, blighting the implied maker of this narrative with the classic Scottish "predicament" of cultural schizophrenia. All are materials at someone's disposal, used in ironic, masterful ways and all are subject to the layers of narrative that surround and envelop this tale of the swordsman and his "familyar."
For this story begins somewhere quite other, with a car crash. The "real" central figure of the narratology, we think, is the victim now removed (in his mind?)
to a strange land which seems solely comprised of a huge bridge where people live and work without any real understanding of worlds beyond the bridge. He has lost all memory and is being treated by a psychiatrist who requires him to recount his dreams.
The allegory just recalled is, "in fact," a dream just had, one which sickens the narrator with its gore and sexual violence. Perhaps it is self-loathing that on this This, Gray's first full-length publication made no claim to be the originary, groundbreaking text of Scotland's "second renascence," far from it -a fourteen page "index" near the end of the book owned up to one hundred and eight cases of plagiarism, organizing the theft into three kinds -"block," "imbedded" and "diffuse. Gray, these accounts formulated a radical reconstruction of the nineteenth-century. 15 Here Britain figured not as the prototype modern nation but as a particularly historicized failure, one condemned to archaism by the peculiarities of a political settlement geared towards the preservation of a corrupt and decaying English elite.
Nairn went on to argue that Britain, forever tied to the past by virtue of a unique political conspiracy, never actually modernized at all. A long way in reality from the balanced, rational compromise of Whig myth, "the pioneer modern-liberal constitutional state" thus viewed was incapable of becoming contemporary. It retained "the archaic stamp of its priority," remaining "a basically indefensible and inadaptable relic, not a modern state form" at all. With that analysis, the idea of Britain representing a wider consensus "outside England (empire, federation of Scotland, Ireland, England, Wales)" became nothing more than a "delusion." They produced powerful "images of a working-class for whom the future, as traditionally envisaged by progressivist politics, has been abolished," one reason why
Kelman's work has remained so much fixed in a 1980s world. 21 Even science fiction, a genre traditionally "beyond nation," found ways of including "speculative nationality" in its "thought experiments. also writing in the 1980s, termed the "ex-centric" -but it did so in an intellectual culture where purist versions of national identity were routinely declared to be "entities" that have little or no meaning. 26 Thus at the height of his activities as a public intellectual, Kelman talked about the urgent need for clarity. In talking about "indigenous culture" he was, he wrote, not referring to "some kind of 'pure nativeborn Scottish person' or some mystical 'national culture'." Neither, he continued, has "ever existed in the past and cannot conceivably exist in the future." demands of his work, is that that he somehow seems the most "un-Scottish" of the figures writing at this time. 32 The problem is not that he is "half Polish" -Scottish neo-nationalism has already and consistently articulated its distance from any form of race-based politics -but, rather, that his "models," the intertextualities that have writing. 33 Where intertextuality has deeply shaped his work, and it often has, the models range across "other cultures" and, on occasion, their mediation by "the West." operate at the end of philosophy. 34 Robert Louis Stevenson is remembered for his "dictum that every woman has been fitted with at least one aperture which properly belongs to quite another female, but I cannot believe that that, even if it were true, would be true. But that is a very dangerous remark to make, I'm sure you'll agree, for one should not be flippant about the truth." Carlyle figures via a narrative commitment to the truth of his "aperçue that to be fully human is to be obsessed by little tits;" the "narrator" of this writing distances himself, however, from the view of J. C. Maxwell, the Scottish physicist, "that every woman at heart is a 13-amp fuse,'
and so on. 35 For some there remains something usefully local about this comic name checking; some have seen in the techniques of A Concussed History an identification with Carlyle's extraordinary reproduction of German idealism in Sartor Resartus. 36 That, it is said, instates a Scottish connection of some significance. At the same time this text and its precursor Ridiculous! Absurd! Disgusting! are masterpieces of classic deconstruction. They have neither character nor plot, or, rather, they construct themselves as exercises in the thwarting of all plot and all identity. Here the narrator of A Concussed History can claim to be at various times a man, a woman, a dog, a plant and a skirt. As the above suggests, the even more destructive mode in which these texts operate has as much to do with "metaphysical ruminations" as literary aesthetics, the former wickedly comprised of internal discrepancies, contradictions, hopeless over qualification as well as being wrecked by the persistent interpolations of mundane, ordinary life. 37 How do such texts really operate in terms of national culture and how do they articulate against any meaningful form of national politics?
Kuppner himself warns that the whole enterprise is a "crystallization of authority which inheres in writing in general." At the same time, and crucially, it carries with it a "watermark saying 'Beware of such Authorities'." 38 Nothing here, it seems, can be taken at face value, especially any evaluation arrived at by self-reflection -a radical position that in no way excludes the "political," far from it.
Truly, on the day when entirely by my own efforts I liberated the whole country from tyranny and established a type of society and a mode of government which enlightened unprejudiced judges everywhere hail as one of the greatest successes of our time -I could go further now but modesty precludes such a course of action -I must be honest with you. 
